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Lipstick Kisses 


Author's Notes: 
Howdy again, enjoy! 


Mark and Layne were the only two in the studio, no one was there except for them which was just fine by 
the older man. He could appreciate the quietness between the two of them. Mike said he would swing by this 
afternoon with Barrett later tonight and go over some parts on November Hotel, it gave them at least a solid 
hour alone. A photoshoot was planned and Mark watched in quiet awe as he carefully watched every detail of 
Layne making himself look, in his own words, pretty. The dim yellow lights were glittering off of Layne's loose 
and wild curls that hid some of his face. Mark watched the other singer look himself over as if he was silent 
criticizing his own appearance, Layne looked at Mark through the small mirror he balanced on one of the 


keyboards and gave him a timid smile. 


"You aren't gonna warm up?" Layne turned around to him, heavy blue eyes deep and lovely and for a moment 


Lanegan forgot how to breathe. 


Mark always thought Layne was pretty to look at. Ever since he first saw the man debut and heard the power 


behind his voice Mark knew he had a crush forming in the back of his mind. Even though they never saw each 
other constantly, when they did the familiar feeling of warmth returned to him. The older man was more than 
aware of Layne's eyes and interests on the Alice In Chains’ guitarist Jerry Cantrell but a man was allowed to 


dream. 


He smiled, a bloom of cigarette smoke escaping his lips as he chuckled, grateful that the lights were low 
enough to hide the creeping reddish blush on his cheeks. "I think I'll be alright, just watching you." Mark 
watched, taking in a heavy breath as Layne nursed his plump bottom lip between his teeth and turning back 


around to the mirror. 


| hope they bring food with them, im fucking starving." Layne took a drag of his own cigarette, placing it aside 
as he began. Digging through his satchel bag as he pulled out a tube of what seemed to be lipstick Mark 
watched as the singer skillfully uncapped the product, it wasn't the first time that was for sure. 


"Yeah.!'lI call them in a bit." Mark was transfixed by the creamy, ruby red lipstick twisting its way into the 
light. Brown eyes flicking down to his ashtray to stub out his smoke as he now focused his full attention on 


Layne. 


Layne looked at himself in the medium, desk sized smudged mirror. He placed his boney elbows on the table, 
the feeling of the soft fabrics of his clothes doing nothing to make it easier for him. He casually hummed one 
of the Mad Season songs Mark immediately recognized as Long Gone Day. Leaning a bit forward, Layne began 
to apply the silky cherry color along his bottom lip with a careful hand. 


"You're really good at that." Layne heard Mark comment from behind him. 


"Thanks man, tons of practice from doing drag." Layne chuckles at the memories flooding back of younger, 
more embarrassing days. Making sure to add a little to his upper lip, Layne sat back, smacking them together 
as he looked over his work Satisfied. 


Next, he pulled out an old fashion eyelash curler. Mark decided to bring up what was on his mind. Never 
getting the chance if Mike or John was around. He cleared his throat, blowing the last cloud of acrid smoke 
from his lungs as he stubbed out the remains. "You seeing anybody?" 


Layne stops the lash curler just as he was about to finish on his left eye, instead he stares at Mark through 
the mirror for a moment before continuing with his routine. "It's.complicated," The soft sound of metal clicking 
on the worn wooden desk is enough to signal that Layne's done. He turns around fully in his seat to look at 


Mark, retrieving his pack of smokes to pull other between his thin fingers. ".We just aren't talking right now." 


Mark immediately reached over and dug the lighter out his jacket pocket to light the cigarette between the 
younger man's fingers. He took a moment to soak in the beauty that was Layne Staley, delicate, deep blue doe 
eyes, ruby red painted lips and long lashes nearly kissing his cheeks and soft, curly, blonde hair around his head 


like a halo of hair. 


"It just seems like they always control you and try to tell you what you can or can't do, you're a grown man." 
Mark points out, lighting his own smoke to join in Watching Layne's plump lips close around the cigarette to 


inhale slowly as he processed Mark's answer and exhale through his nose. God, he was lovely. 
"It ain't like that-" Layne tried to dismiss casually. 


"Or is it just Jerry who says what you can or can't do." Mark can't help but butt in, saying he disliked Jerry 
wasn't far off from the truth. He wanted to appreciate Layne the way he heard Jerry couldn't. 


The space between them grew silent as Layne huffed and put out his smoke in the used ashtray. "What are 
you aiming for then? | did this to express myself the way | wanted not sit here and hear about private things 
with my band" 


"Have you ever thought of being with someone else? Someone who never judges you? Always sees the best in 
you?" Mark feels the tension and weight of his own words as they leave his mouth. His chocolate eyes scan 
the floor instead of the pair staring at him. ‘Too far you fucking idiot back out! Mark could tell his heart and 


brain were in an aggressively battling it out over the words spilling out from both places. 


Layne fixed his eyes on the brunette's nervous leg bounces. The singer carefully thinks on his next words, 


trying to go about this as if he was handling a bomb. "Mark, just tell me what's wrong, please?" 
Mark decides the best thing to do is show Layne how lovely he is. "Just.promise you won't hate me." 


Immediately Layne nods, unsure of the taller man's fleeting gaze. "Of course man, | just wanna know what-" A 
pair of lips connected to his own heavily, and blue eyes widened in a fit of panic as his brain spiralled to 


process the action 


Lunging from his seat and sliding quickly in the blonde's space, he made his move. Mark's hands went to the 
armrest of the smaller man's revolving chair, a death grip to prevent further shaking as he molded his lips 
against the other singer's. A feeling of pure delight filling Mark as he heard a soft sigh escape those lips 


against his own. 


Layne allowed his eyes to close as he began to enjoy the warm set of lips, maybe because he was love hungry 
and touch starved but he couldn't help but find himself escaping. Layne softly massaged his fingers into the 


brunette's scalp, as they moved and explored. 


The soft carpet met Mark's knees as the men finally pulled apart. Layne opened his eyes slowly at first, 
observing the man now sitting between his legs, on his knees. Mark looked just as lust blown as Layne was 
feeling, the smear of red lipstick on the brown eyed man's mouth made him look even more attractive. Eyes 
lidded and gaze focused as his hands slid from the cushioned armrests to his long fingers and large hands sat 
along the inside of Layne's lower thighs. 


"I can do so much for you, i'm on my knees for you. God, Layne you're so lovely and surreal." Mark whispered 


as if the walls of the small studio would tell everyone. 


"l-I don't know Mark." Layne admitted, blushing a heavy pink on his pale skin as he felt Mark's hands rubbing 
the black material of his pants as if he was petting a cat. 


"Let me show you then" Mark concluded, one of his hands shakily moving to brush some of the curls away as 
he leaned up to kiss Layne again. This time with more confidence, it was strong. The taste of cigarettes and 
sickly, sweet Pepsi tasted between them. The older man's tongue lapped at Layne's plush lips asking for 


entrance and groaning further into the kiss as he was granted it. 


Layne let out a soft noise that was between a surprised moan and gasp, hands flying up to cup Mark's face 
tenderly. The kiss was powerful and soft at the same time, as if the older man was attempting to treasure 


the younger man's lips. 


"Wait." Layne put his hand up to Mark's chest, pushing him back softly. "Mark," he sighed, staring at the 
nervousness returning to the older man's face. Cupping it tenderly as they made eye contact. Blue and brown 


giving and receiving signals. ".| can't, I'm sorry but | just can't do this." 


Mark gave a grim smile, figuring this outcome long before he decided to walk in the studio. Layne wasn't his, 
he would never be. The older man tried to hide his pain with a soft grin, "Do | kiss that badly?" He joked, pulling 
away and standing up. As he looked down on the blonde, he couldn't help but take in how full of emotion his 


face was. 


Layne gave a tight smile, looking right up at Mark "No, you were amazing. | think now we should clean up 
before they show up, we can't explain lipstick on us both now, huh?" Mark nodded and Layne squeezed both his 
hands in his own fingerless gloved ones. "It'll be between us. | promise." He whispered, straightening up as he 
stood and gently made his way to the door, Mark turning to him but not moving from his spot. 


They looked ridiculous, smeared cherry, bright red on both of their mouths and hair a mess but that was fine 
by Mark. Layne was still lovely as he gave him one last smile, and even more so are he walked out the small 
area to the nearest restroom. Mark didn't realize how much energy it took to proclaim feelings for someone 
until his heart hammered in his chest. He sat down and dug his palms into his eyes and rubbed away his 
frayed thoughts. ‘You've really done it now dumbass. Mark sighed, running a finger through his hair as he held 
the majority back with his sunglasses. Fixing his clothes he stood up to follow the direction Layne went, turning 
back to look at the room where unspoken actions happened. A secret Mark would keep close to his heart and 


deep in his memories, the lights turned off and he shut the door quietly. 


